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owners ! How difficult, by the way, is it to control one's
thoughts! I have not worried about giving up the car and
never think about motoring, though in the normal way I
should have done some ten thousand miles since September.
But whenever out of a railway-carriage window, or from the
top of a Bognor bus, I see a field I at once fall to thinking
about horses and to hankering after my old hobby. I ought
to be worrying whether civilisation is going to survive. Instead
I am continually asking myself whether I shall live to see
another Olympia Horse Show. I should dearly like to know
whether the yearling filly I bought at Henriques' sale has
really grown into the miracle of two-year-old loveliness Albert
writes about. But I am not going to sKarpen regret by going to
see for myself. Am not alone in this matter. To-day every-
body has some nostalgia he keeps quiet about.
April 7 Read Frank Smythe's Edward Whymper, which
Sunday, has a successful defence of climbing from first
principles. Also a well-thought-out analysis of the
reason why Whymper was not a great as well as an extra-
ordinary man. The author finds this in the lack of spiritual
attunement between Whymper's actions and his thoughts.
I have always been strangely fond of accounts of mountaineer-
ing. Strangely, because I have never had the nerve to attempt
the thing itself, and doubt if I should ever have had the neces-
sary skill, strength, and endurance, or been able to overcome
my fear of heights. As a boy I helped to recover the bodies of
two young men killed on Great Gable, and what I saw then
put an end to any notions about climbing. To this day I am
not comfortable among mountains, though completely fasci-
nated by them.
Fascination sticks out of this book everywhere. I am
fascinated when I read that the minutes of the official inquiry
at Zermatt were not available until 1920, nine years after
Whymper's death and fifty-five years after the accident, I
am fascinated when I read the entry in Whymper's diary
made five days before his death on September^lGth, 1911:
" Sent word by the hotel porter to Fred Payot that I wanted
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